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The Time of Dreams = 


Wuat sweet, what happy days had I, 
When dreams made Time Eternity! 
Before I knew this body’s breath 
Could not take life in without death. 
As fresh as any field of grass 

This breath of life was, then; it was 
An orchard with more fruit than leaf, 
And every owl enjoyed his grief. 

No Winter’s morn, when I went forth, 
Could force on me a sunless North. 
When I would watch the bees for hours 
Clinging to their love-bitten flowers; 
And, dreaming to the songs of birds, 
Would still delay my deeds and words; 
And every common day could place 

A shining Sunday in my face. 

O for my greater days to come, 

When I shall travel far from home! 
On seas that have no shade in sight, 
Into the woods that have no light; 
Over the mountains’ heads so tall, 

Cut by the clouds to pieces small; 
Across wide plains that give my eye 
No house or tree to measure them by. 
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And all the wonders I shall see 

In some old city new to me; 

Haunting the ships and docks, and then 
To hear the strange, sea-faring men 
That with their broken English prove 
More lands than one to roam and love. 
What sweet, what happy days had I — 
When dreams made Time Eternity! 
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Frost = 


Wuat swords and spears, what daggers bright 
He arms the morning with! How light 
His powder is, that’s fit to lie 

On the wings of a butterfly! 

What milk-white clothing he has made 
For every little twig and blade! 

What curious, silver work is shown 

On wood and iron, glass and stone! 

‘If you, my slim Jack Frost, can trace 
This work so fine, so full of grace, 

Tell me,’ I said, ‘before I go- 


Where is your plump young sister, Snow?” 
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Mad = 


WHEN she was but a little child, 
And only two feet high, 

She clapped her hands and cried, “Shoo, Shoo!’ 
To make the small birds fly; 

Till with her mouth as sweet as a bee’s, 

Her laughter shook the old folks’ knees. 


But no one laughs when this small child, 
Grown to a woman soon, 

Claps her two hands and tries to shoo 
Away the stars and moon; 

As though one star should leave its place, 

Even for her afflicted face. 
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One by One = 


Few are my friends, 
But kind and true; 
One by one, 
I lose my few. 


Again a friend 

Must leave this world; 
One by one, 

His limbs go cold. 


Before the Sun 

Has left yon wall, 
One by one 

The blinds will fall. 


My visits change 

From house to tomb: 
One by one 

My friends leave home. 
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Hill and Vale = 


Day by day the man in the vale 
Enjoyed his neighbour’s hill above; 
Day by day the man on the hill 
Looked down his neighbour’s vale with love. 


If either one would see how fair 
Was his own home, at any hour, 

He, walking up the hill or down, 
Enjoyed it from his neighbour’s door. 


So, down the vale and up the hill, 

These neighbours travelled, to and fro; 
One man to see his own green hill, 

And one to see his vale below. 
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The White Horse @ 


Wuart do I stare at — not the colt 

That frisks in yon green field; so strong 
That he can leap about and run, 

Yet is too weak to stand up straight 
When his mother licks him with her tongue. 


No, no, my eyes go far beyond, 
Across that field to yon far hill, 
Where one white horse stands there alone; 
And nothing else is white to see, 
Outside a house all dark and still. 


“Death, are you in that house?’ think I - 
‘Is that horse there on your account? 
Can I expect a shadow soon, 
Seen in that horse’s ghostly ribs — 
When you come up behind, to mount!’ 
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The Mask = 
WueEn I complained of April’s day, 


Her silent birds, her absent Sun; 
And how her mist but added tears 
Unto the dew’s, that had not gone — 


Young April heard and, suddenly, 

Came leaping from her strange disguise; 
Off came her dark-November mask, 

And showed the world her laughing eyes. 
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Giants = 


I Take no pride in body’s growth 
Nor in my strength of mind, 

Nor should my life exceed in both. 
For only he whose heart is kind 

And gentle enough to laugh and play 
At snowballs in a fairy’s game — 
Deserves a giant’s name. 
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Advice = 


Now, you two eyes, that have all night been 
sleeping, 

Come into the meadows, where the lambs are 
leaping; 

See how they start at every swallow’s shadow 

That darts across their faces and their meadow. 

See how the blades spring upright, when the 
Sun 

Takes off the weight of raindrops, one by one. 

See how a shower, that freshened leaves of grass, 

Can make that bird’s voice fresher than it was. 

See how the squirrels lash the quiet trees 

Into a tempest, where there is no breeze! 

Now, you two eyes, that have all night been 
sleeping, 

Come into the meadows, where the lambs are 
leaping. 
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The Spoiler = 


Wuen I put out my thought to grass 
Among the horses, sheep and cows, 
And let them run with squirrels, when 
They raise a storm in leafy boughs; 
When I had dreams of pools and lakes, 
The Earth’s bright eyes that never close — 
There came a man to fill my mind 
With all about our dry old laws. 


To spoil my dreams of little buds 
That smile in March’s troubled face; 
Of woodnuts, mostly born in twins, 
Among the leaves that interlace; 

Of babies wearing on each wrist 
Bracelets of fat; and toddlers small, 
That work their arms, like wings, to fly — 

The moment they begin to fall! 
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Storms = 


Sue fears not me — 
Neither my thunder, 

Nor my lightning, startles her 
To make surrender. 


But when my friend 
In Heaven makes thunder, 
Her spirit breaks, and turns 
To fear and wonder. 


Lightning and thunder, 
Give her no rest: 

Bring her head back again, 
Back to my breast. 
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Property => 


A voc has bones to spare and hide, 
Squirrels have nuts in plenty: 

Though I own houses, Lord, and work, 
Yet still my purse is empty. 


A poet with five houses, Lord, 
Though but a common sinner, 

Should at the least expect in rent 
A shilling for his dinner. 


But though my houses, Lord, are hens 
That lay no eggs for me, 

Thou knowest well they never fail 
To lay for my Trustee. 


Lord, since Thy bounty is for all, 
Shall my Trustee, John White, 
Be eaten alive by fleas before 
A worm can get one bite! 


Sun, Tree and Crow = 


THERE, on a branch, he stands alone, 
And, dangling from his knotted claws, 
His prize —a little, trembling eye! 
Shall we exult at last, 
To see this power — that once was Earth’s — 


No longer held by any sky? 


The power that once was Heaven’s is changed, 
It comes to Earth, it comes to Earth — 
What mercy shall we show! 
Our leaves, our common leaves have caught 
The Sun’s great eye, all shrunk and small - 
And gives it to that old, black crow! 


Shooting Stars =o 


A LITTLE porch with roof and sides 
Cobwebbed by overhanging leaves, 
Led into that old woman’s house; 
The lattice windows almost blind 
From heavy, leafy brows. 


‘Each time we see a shooting-star, 
A child is born on earth,’ she said; 
‘Six stars were mine, six children born, 
But all my little chicks are dead.’ 


Eyes budded like a cat’s by day, 
They only showed sufficient light 

To keep her little house all clean — 
And flowered full large at night. 


For well it pleased that poor old soul 
To see the stars give children birth, 

Sitting, inside her porch, alone; 
Counting those babes, if any came, 


And thinking of her own. 
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A Dull Spirit > 


I sEE the houses, but I swear 
They’re all alike this day; 

I see no difference in the birds, 
In sparrow, thrush or jay. 

Cows, horses, sheep, and cats or dogs 
Are all the same in look; 

I see no change in bark or leaf, 
From sycamore to oak. 

The chaffinch, with his laughing song, 
Is but a bird to me; 

The cherry, in her summer snow, 
Is nothing but a tree. 

My wonder’s gone, and my sick muse 
Burns dead, without a flame; 

And that’s why different birds and trees, 
And houses, look the same. 


aAaAIma 


AUGUST 


JM pe Ba 


ALLTMA 


The Dragonfly = 


Now, when my roses are half buds, half 
flowers, 
And loveliest, the king of flies has come - 
It was a fleeting visit, all too brief; 
In three short minutes he had seen them 
all, 
And rested, too, upon an apple leaf. 


There, his round shoulders humped with 
emeralds, 

A gorgeous opal crown set on his head, 
And all those shining honours to his breast — 
‘My garden is a lovely place,’ thought I, 

‘But is it worthy of so fine a guest?’ 


He rested there, upon that apple leaf — 
‘See, see,’ I cried amazed, ‘his opal crown, 
And all those emeralds clustered round his 
head!’ 
‘His breast, my dear, how lovely was his 
breast —’ 
The voice of my Belovéd quickly said. 
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‘See, see his gorgeous crown, that shines 
With all those jewels bulging round its rim —’ 
I cried aloud at night, in broken rest. 
Back came the answer quickly, in my dream — 
‘His breast, my dear, how lovely was his 
breast!’ 
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Light and Darkness o 


Tue world is sleeping, and the earth is dark, 
The lamps are out, the window lights are 
gone: 
Was that a bird that twittered in its sleep, 
Or was it but my fancy, here alone? 


Who said the earth is dark —the Moon has 
come 
To silver many a tump and hollow place; 
Dark Earth and Moonlight — and I see a child 
Stroke with her tender hand a blinded face. 
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The Evening Star o 


Sze how her body pants and glows, 
See how she shakes her silver wings! 
Ten thousand stars, and more, are mute, 
And she, and she alone, that sings. 


Ten thousand stars, and more, are mute, 
All listening in the quiet sky, 

While that bright star sings wildly there, 
And happy they hear more than I. 


Bring me my strange invention now, 
That I may sit at home in ease 
And have fresh music brought by air 

From towns beyond the curly seas. 


In vain, in vain; the power to hear 
The music of those heavenly spheres 
Is but a wild, fantastic dream — 
But who can read the unborn years? 


49a D 


OCTOBER 


Old and Young = 


I QuzstioneD Poetry, Say, I said — 
What am I, old or young? 

“Young as the heart remains,’ she smiled — 
“While laughter comes, and song.’ 


Say, am I old or am I young? 
I asked Philosophy. 

‘The way that women look at you 
Should answer that —’ growled he. 


So, when I claim, by my high blood, 
A life still young and jolly, 

Women, with their indifferent looks, 
Reprove me for my folly. 
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An Epitaph = 


BrengaTH this stone lies one good man; and 
when 

We say his kindly thought towards all men 

Was as generous to the living as to the dead — 

What more for any mortal could be said? 

His only enemies were those he tried 

To help, and failed; who blamed him, in their 

ride, 

Forgetting that his power was not as great 

As his intention — and their own weak state. 

And if he met with men too slow to move 

Into the fullness of his own clear love, 

He looked for the fault in his own self, and not 

Blamed other men — like our more common lot. 

His boundless trust and innocence of evil 

Tempted the base and mean, and helped the 
devil. 

Since such a man, without suspicion, kind, 

Was duped by many a false, ungrateful mind, 

He’s gone to Heaven — because he lived so well 

That many a wretch through him has gone to 
hell. 
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Sport > 


Hunters, hunters, 

Follow the Chase. 

I saw the Fox’s eyes, 

Not in his face 

But on it, big with fright — 
Haste, hunters, haste! 


Say, hunters, say, 

Is it a noble sport? 
As rats that bite 
Babies in cradles, so, 
Such rats and men 


Take their delight. 


NOVEMBER 
15 to 30 


a Sb6a 


Winter Fire = 


How bleak and cold the air is now — 
The Sun has never left his bed: 
He has a thick grey blanket pulled 
All over his shoulders and head. 


Big birds that only have one cry, 
And little birds with perfect songs, 
Are silent all, and work their wings 
Much faster than they work their tongues. 


I’ll turn that black-faced nigger, Coal, 
Into an Indian painted red; 

And let him dance and fire wild shots 
Into the chimney overhead. 


DECEMBER 
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To a Contemporary > 


By my fast horse that knows no rest 
And, like its rider, never tires; 

By my strong concentration, which 
Shall take me where my heart desires; 
By my great power to stand transfixed 
At beauty, when my mind commands it; 
By my strong faith that I'll not fail 
At morning, noon or night to find it; 
By my desire for longer life, 

My ecstasy in mortal breath; 

By all my healthy hate and fear 

In thinking of the hour of death; 

By all this joy, by this content, 

By all my faith in what I plan; 

By all these all-sufficing friends — 
How can I envy any man! 

True to a heart that joy makes kind, 
And praising things of little worth; 
Still giving praise where none is due — 
No greater liar walks the earth. 
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Peace and Goodwill = 


On Christmas day I sit and think, 
Thoughts white as snow, and black as ink. 
My nearest kinsman, turned a knave, 
Robbed me of all that I could save. 

When he was gone, and I was poor, 

His sister yelped me from her door. 


The Robin sings his Christmas song, 
And no bird has a sweeter tongue. 
God bless them all— my wife so true, 
And pretty Robin Redbreast too. 
God bless my kinsman, far away, 


And give his sister joy this day. 
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